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ing. By eight o'clock when we went over we had to have a cordon of police on either side to get us through.
The fetid air we encountered on entering that great building was unlike anything I have ever experienced. Imagine fifteen thousand human beings in hot weather shut up tight with no ventilation for over two hours. I felt sick and blind. We were pushed through at last to the rostrum and seated on the long seats where the Apostles, I think they are called, sit during the Mormon service. These seats rose in tiers and of course the higher one went the worse the heat and human odours. To this day I cannot conceive how the President spoke under such conditions. I should have fainted dead away but for the merciful fact that Siegrid, my maid, had carried a bottle of smelling salts, which she handed me when she saw me getting deathly white. It seemed an intervention of Providence that I had taken Siegrid, for I had never done so before. But that day she told me she had never heard the President speak, and would it be possible for her to go just once?
I borrowed a large fresh handkerchief from one of the Secret Service men, soaked it in the lavender salts and had it taken to the President. At last the oration made by the head of the Mormon Church, Mr. Grant, introducing the President, was over, and Mr. Wilson was on his feet waiting for the applause to cease before he began his speech.
With conditions so unfavourable I was scarcely the one to judge of the merit of the speech itself. I quote, therefore, from the Salt Lake Tribune: "The President's sincerity, the care with which he weighed his words, and the ease of his address made his message simple and at the same time tremendously effective."
When it was over and we were back in the hotel I found that even his coat was soaked through with perspiration. We got him into dry things as quickly as possible only to find they in turn would be soaking wet in a few minutes. This exhausting state continued into the night, and the next day at Cheyenne found him too weary to pretend he was not ill.